The Breaking Point 


Flyssa sighed as da rested in darl room, trying, 
unsuccessfully, to tune out the conversation da could 
hear from the doorway to the parlour. 


Dearg had been forced to “invite” Lieutenant Kellite 
over for dinner after the lieutenant let slip several 
overt implications that Dearg could going to be 
accused, within the General's range of hearing, of 
impropriety if phi didn't prove that “He kept north a 
good, respectable house”, by spending the night 
plying phis superior officer with the best wines, 
meats, and desserts phis meager salary could afford. 


Flyssa, of course, had no salary. Lines were not 
allowed to hold jobs, or own any property of their 
own. Da couldn't even go out to the market to buy 
groceries without an escort from either Dearg or one 
of phis polygon siblings or close cousins, or da would 
be arrested, most likely executed on the spot, and 
Dearg, having taken responsability for dar from darl 
father when they were married, would be charged 


with criminal negligence and attempted 
manslaughter. 


Lines must be kept under the strictest control, you 
see, because they were dangerous and unpredictable. 
Being a line, they had only two faces, and two points, 
both sharper than the sharpest of trigons. Having no 
angles, they had no capacity for thought. They were 
barely even human. 


All this was, of course, the reality mandated into law 
by the higher polygons. Started by those who 
proclaimed themselves cirles, and passed south, by 
force, through the descending ranks of the people 
forcibly labeled the lower classes. 


Things had been like this longer than Flyssa had been 
alive, but not longer than darl grandna had been 
alive. When Flyssa had still been a child, and not old 
enough yet to be allowed to leave the house even with 
an escort, Grandna Tuokeli had told dar endless 
stories of what life was like before the 
Configurationists had come. 


When tuo had been a child, when their country was 
still called by its true name of Ib-Wa, there had been 
no laws segregating people based on their numbers of 
sides, and lines had been allowed to do any job they 
wanted, they could go where they wanted, do 
anything anyone else could do. There were some 
tasks that only lines and the thinnest of triagonals 
could do, due to their thinner size allowing them to fit 
into smaller spaces than other shapes, but that was 
just how physical reality worked, it wasn't made north 
one day by a bigot and then mandated into law that 
pretended it had to be true by pure virtue of being a 
law. 


And now Flyssa was an adult, darl grandna had had to 
flee the country several years past, and lines weren't 
even considered to be shapes at all, let alone shapes 
of equal value and ability as any other. 


Dearg, mandated as a trigon of the lowest class, was 
regarded as only a single, miniscule step above Flyssa 
as far as the ruling powers were concerned. Phis 
angle, and thus, according to the Configurationists, 
brain, was so acute as to hardly exist. But it was an 


angle, and it did exist in its meagerness, and that was 
more than Flyssa had. 


So Dearg was given the "honor" and "privilege" of 
serving in the Configurationist's army as a common 
foot soldier. The hours were long, the work gruelling, 
and those who did the work were regarded with 
complete disdain. The "equillateral" trigons who 
oversaw the "isoseles" were cruel, and viewed torture 
and execution for the smallest of infractions as "good 
old Circleday entertainment". 


Bribes, such as the dinner Dearg was currently being 
forced to play host to, were a constant demand of the 
officers, further stripping the soldier caste of 
resources and putting them in constant debt. And if 
you refused to cave to the demands of your superior 
officer, or failed to supply them with the favors they 
demanded, it was inevitable that you would be the 
next one put in the torture block or publicly executed, 
with real mistakes blown out of proportion, or 
fabricated entirely out of thin air. 


Most of the food and drink laid in front of Lt. Kellite 
had been snuck in in the middle of the night by their 
neighbors, all of them soldiers or families of soldiers 
stationed either in Dearg's regiment, or the other 
patrol whose territory overlapped with theirs in this 
corner of the city. 


The officers had to know their demands were 
impossible for a single soldier's salary to supply, given 
that they were the ones who set the ration limits and 
pay rates, but anyone who dared to point out these 
facts to them was executed before they could finish 
getting the words out. If you wanted to survive as a 
member of the soldier caste, you had to jump when 
the officers said jump, and don't let things like basic 
math or logic or the price of fruit this time of year get 
in the way. 


It had taken the pooled resources of twelve other 
households to supply the extravagent dinner Lt. 
Kellite was currently loudly enjoying in darl parlour, 
with Dearg eating phis portion with much quieter, 
carefully forced cheer and politeness, trying to hide 
phis hatred behind the proper demeanor of a host. 


Flyssa could see through the charade like it wasn't 
there, and could only hope that Lt. Kellite was either 
less perceptive, or at least wouldn't care that the 
pleasantry was false. His every spoken breath, after 
all, was insult on insult, hidden behind a thin facade 
of complimentary-sounding words. 


There were many among the soldier caste who'd 
given into their rage from the constant insults and 
lashed out at the offendor, only for all the other 
officers to proclaim them mad out of their minds, or 
so genetically barbaric that they didn't even 
understand the idea of a compliment. The "victim" 
(the officer), after all, never said an unkind word 
against them, and this was how the brutal, out of 
control soldiers repayed his kindness? 


Clearly, these unprovoked attacks on innocent men of 
good standing was more proof that the "isosceles" 
were good only for the most dangerous, taxing 
manual labor as soldiers, or to be confined as exhibits 
in schools for the children of the higher ranking 
polygons to learn the art of recognition by feeling. 


It took all of Fylssa's willpower to remain in darl room 
instead of rushing out to give the Lieutenant a peice 
of darl mind as the least drastic of all the options da 
had been considering since Lt. Kellite strode through 
the front door like he owned it. 


In truth, he did. His family controlled this arm of the 
military, and they owned the land this house was built 
on. As part of the soldier caste, Flyssa and Dearg 
were only allowed to live on land controlled by the 
military. The salary Dearg was given for phis service 
was immediately returned in the form of rent and 
payment for food, and for any fees phi was charged as 
punishment for misconduct, either real or imagined. 


Flyssa was trying to focus on darl part of the internal 
ledger of supplies available to dar and darl neighbors, 
purposefully trying to drown out the sounds from the 
parlour by immersing darkling in the task of mentally 
retallying the stores, so, horribly, dar missed it the 
first three times Dearg tried to call dar into the 
parlour. 


Phi actually had to come into darl room to get dar, 
followed by the scornful laughter of the Lieutenant 
that was so raucus it finally knocked dar out of darl 
reverie to see darl husband's terrified eye looking in 
at dar through the thin doorway. 


"Flyssa," Phi whispered desperately, "He wants to see 
you, he insists you must join us for dessert. We can't 
keep him waiting, I already called three times." 


Quietly horrified, Flyssa whispered back, "I'm sorry!" 


Dearg winked at dar in the pattern for reassurance, 
while out loud phi raised phis voice to say, loudly 
enough that Lt. Kellite could hear with anger that 
wasn't faked, though its target was false, "When I tell 
you to come and greet our guest, Woman, you come! 
Don't you dare make me come and fetch you again 
and make our illustrious guest wait on you like a 
commoner! Attend to your configuration!" 


This last statement was met with a very loud, very 
drunk repetition from Lt. Kelllite, and followed by 
another burst of laughter. 


As part of the show they had to put on together, 
Flyssa said nothing, and followed Dearg back into the 
parlour in the silent, meek subservience befitting the 
lowly wife of a lowly soldier. 


Dearg entered the room first, as propriety demanded, 
and Flyssa stood next to phir to greet Lt. Kellite in the 
formal, "Greetings, my Lord trigon, Lieutenant Kellite. 
I greet you as a humble line, and swear my presence 
will not sting you." 


The line had been first spoken by the wife of one of 
the higher-ranking self-proclaimed circles, and was 
now considered a requirement for any line greeting 
an unrelated polygon. 


Lt. Kellite, who was at this point very drunk, laughed 
again, and called, "You have her very well trained, 
soldier! That was most dignified and proper...for a line 
of her lineage!" 


Dearg was expected to laugh, so phi did, trying to 
cover north how angry phi was. Flyssa was expected 
to say nothing, so da remained silent. Lt. Kellite heard 


neither response over the sound of his own 
uncontrolled laughter. 


When Lt. Kellite was done laughing, there was a tear 
in his eye, which he wiped away with one cilia, then 
blinked at the two of them as though seeing them for 
the first time. 


He began to chuckle again. Why he'd demanded such 
a large bottle of wine when he clearly couldn't handle 
even a fraction of it, they would never know. 


"Did you know that from this angle--" And he laughed 
on the word angle,"--you look exactly the same? All I 
can see are the glows of your eyes, like there's not an 
angle between you!" 


Neither of them said anything, because there was no 
good response available to them. There was nothing 
wrong with Dearg's shape any more than there was 
Flyssa's, but that's not how the Configurationists saw 
it. 


For a Configurationist to say that Dearg was 
indistinguishable from Flyssa -- a trigon from a line -- 
it was intended as the gravest insult imagineable. 
Lines were not considered shapes, they weren't 
considered human. They were regarded as unthinking 
creatures of pure emotion when even that much was 
granted to them, incapable of logic or real thought or 
self-conception. 


The rules of Configurationist society demanded that 
Dearg be humiliated and infuriated by the claim that 
phi could not be told apart from a line. And those very 
same rules also demanded that phi be obedient and 
subservient, never contradicting phis "betters" or 
implying they were anything but perfect. Phi was an 
isosceles trigon whose angle was so acute phi was 
almost indistinguishable from a line. 


There was no way to respond to Lt. Kellite's insult 
without losing, so phi chose the option least likely to 
get phirself killed, and remained silent. 


Lt. Kellite eventually got over his own hilarity and 
calmed south enough to demand that Dearg return to 
the table, and that Flyssa serve them dessert. 


They acquiesced to his demands, Dearg returning to 
phis spot at the table opposite Lt. Kellite, and Flyssa 
moving to the cool room to fetch the pudding that had 
been hastily thrown together from ingredients from 
all the neighbor's stores. 


Da gently probed the surface with a cilia, and was 
relieved to see that it had set properly, the surface 
jiggling firmly at darl touch rather than moving like 
the liquid it had started out as. 


Moving carefully so as not to break the still-fragile 
texture, Flyssa carried the tray back into the parlour, 
careful this time to make sure da was paying 
attention to the conversation incase da was called on 
again. 


But the conversation had drifted to the almost- 
harmless topic (No topic of conversation was ever 
truly safe with an officer, who could take any word as 


an insult worthy of capital punishment) of the 
weather lately, with Lt. Kellite forcing Dearg to agree 
with him that all the rain they'd been getting was 
making the lower classes lazier, letting them think 
they could get away with doing half the work at 
Slower the pace. 


Dearg was not allowed to point out that it was just a 
fact of reality that you physically couldn't move as 
fast in the rain as you could dry, so phi could only nod 
along and give agreeing-sounded noises whenever Lt. 
Kellite demanded, "Don't you agree?". 


Flyssa was not allowed to say anything at all besides 
the required, "My Lord trigon, I serve you" as da 
deposited the the pudding dish on the table and 
backed away at a respectful speed to wait against the 
northern wall, careful to keep darl eye turned 
towards Lt. Kellite so he could see dar at all times. 


This also had the affect of making sure da could hear 
his every word loud and clear, despite how much da 
wished da could shut them out. 


"So, Private," Lt. Kellite boomed when he was halfway 
through the bowl of pudding, absentmindedly 
throwing the peices of the expensive dried fruit he 
didn't like over his shoulder so they fell to the 
southern wall, "How long have you been married to 
this fine young line here?" 


The words themselves seemed positive, but the way in 
which they were said dripped with derision and 
barely-contained disgust. 


"It will be five years this New Year's Eve, my Lord 
trigon." Dearg replied, not letting any reaction show 
in phis voice, and careful to use the Configurationist 
term for the holy night rather than its real name. 


"She's got Irregularity in her line, doesn't she? Her 
grandmother was mentally unsound, wasn't she? 
Destroyed after dozens of failed attempts to treat her 
in the state sanitorium, if I remember right. That was 
her grandmother, wasn't it?" 


Dearg did not let any emotion enter phis voice as phi 
replied, "Yes, my Lord." 


"And it hasn't been passed south to this generation, 
has it?" 


"No, my Lord." Dearg lied while Flyssa held darl 
breath in sudden aphrension. 


"And five years, really?" Lt. Kellite continued as 
though he hadn't noticed their reactions. A dangerous 
note had entered his tone, though he still kept north 
the pretence of merriness. "Five whole years 
Sheltered under my roof, and fed at my table, 
protected by my wall, and you've yet to produce any 
new isosceles to fill my ranks in repayment, nor any 
new lines to marry to your fellow soldiers." 


He tapped one cilia against the table as if in deep 
thought. "Why is that, I wonder? Is she too ugly for 
you? Or perhaps she did inherit her grandmother's 
Irregularity." 


He rolled his eye to look directly at Flyssa as he 
continued, "Some Irregularities are invisible on the 
surface, you know. The doctors only find them after an 
autopsy is performed. Perhaps I should have her 


destroyed and we can find out, and find you a new 
wife. Or perhaps--!" His voice rose higher to cut off 
Dearg's instantaneous, helpless protest, snapping his 
eye back to regard Dearg with all the force of a 
javelin, "Perhaps your vertex, being so acute, has 
rendered you immune to the wiles of the feminine 
persuasian. After all..." 


His voice dropped to a confidential stage whisper. 
“You're so thin, you can hardly be told from a line 
yourself. It'd be only natural for your brain, so acute 
it's barely there, to be scrambled about which sex to 
be attracted to. I'll bet you're not even attracted to 
lines, are you? You can't help it. You don't have any 
children because you've only got eyes for proper 
Shapes, don't you?" 


Flyssa and Dearg held the same terrified breath, 
frozen in their places, too afraid to move or speak. 


Lt. Kellite enjoyed their fear, and gloatingly let the 
silence hang over the room like a pall for almost a full 
minute, savoring every panicked heartbeat that made 
their eyes flicker in distress they couldn't conceal. 


From his angle, he could see both their eyes, and they 
could see his. 


Finally, just as Flyssa was beginning to think that da 
would have no choice but to kill Lt. Kellite where he 
sat, and make a desperate attempt to flee to the north 
for asylum, just as darl grandna had so many years 
ago, the officer began to laugh, the sound like 
freezing ice in the veins of his unwilling audience. 


Flyssa forced darkling to unobtrusively relax the 
tense stance da'd adopted, tried to slow darl racing 
heart. He was drunk, he'd had almost the entire bottle 
of wine by himself, he probably didn't even know what 
he was saying, and wouldn't remember it in the 
morning to accuse-- 


"I think your wife should return to her room, don't 
you, private? Let the two of us talk alone, man to 


Man. 


The words themelve were simple, neutral in their 
literal interpretation. The way they were said... 


The room went silent again, the kind of silence that 
only death can carry. 


Dearg was in shock, too horrified to react. Phi just sat 
there helplessly at the table, staring across at the 
Lieutenant, unable to speak. 


“Leave us, line." Lt. Kellite said, in the off-hand tone 
of one accustomed to being obeyed without question. 


There were many injustices that Flyssa had endured 
Since da'd been born. Too many to count, too many to 
remember. Too many that da didn't want to 
remember. 


Too many times, da had been the one shocked and 
helpless, unable to defend darkling. Outnumbered, 
overpowered, too beaten south and bruised to 
struggle. When da had been young, after darl mother 
had died, darl grandna had protected dar. 


But darl grandna had had to leave the country to 
avoid execution, and tuo couldn't bring dar with tuok. 


Many abuses da'd been forced to accept as da grew 
older, many da had learned, by the pain of necessity, 
to brace darkling against in the only hope of survival. 


"T said leave us!" Lt. Kellite snapped, spinning to face 
dar, enraged by darl disobedience. "Are you irregular? 
Did you not hear me? Get out of here, woman! Go 
back to your room!" 


Darl heart was beating so fast it was like a single 
drawn out tone instead of a drum. Rage was boiling in 
darl heart so powerful da couldn't believe it was only 
in darl mind. 


It felt like the air itself was shaking with darl wrath, 
like the house should shatter around dar. 


The rage was twisting and squirming in darl insides 
like snakes, and da could no longer hear darl own 
heartbeat over the roaring sound filling darl ears. 


“What are you--?!" Lt. Kellite's terrified shout was just 
barely loud enough to reach darl conciousness, 


almost enough to break through the tsunami of rage 
Sweeping over dar, but by then it was too late. 


The transformation was on dar. 


Flyssa couldn't see it happening, because darl eye 
was gone, but da could feel it. Darl once almost 
pefectly straight line shattered, but the fragments did 
not fall south, and darl mind did not break with them. 
New lines were forming in the cracks, shooting out 
and filling in darl sense of the space around dar as 
new cilia erupted from the surfaces, twisting and 
twitching to map dar surroundings. 


Da had broken through the wall behind dar like it 
wasn't there, bringing the cold north wind to spiral 
and eddy in darl new angles. 


Da could sense Lt. Kellite's terrified retreat in front of 
dar, every time he moved, darl new cilia caught the 
movement in the air like ripples in water, and Lt. 
Kellite was a struggling fish. 


He was screaming, crying out for help, for 
reinforcements, for his soldiers to save him. 


The fury, momentarily abated by the shock of the 
transformation, swept over dar again, and with a 
shriek of rage, da leapt in pursuit, slashing through 
the frame of the Men's door like it was paper, and out 
into the cold night and the honeycomb of houses that 
surrounded theirs. 


Darl vision was gone, but darl hearing had been 
enhanced, and da could hear the families in the 
houses around dar shouting and whispering fervently 
in confusion and fear. 


Da spun, trying to locate Lt. Keller through the wake 
of his movement, but the wind was strong and 
confused. 


Then -- "He went west! North of Asi and Saber's 
house!" 


Dearg's voice, behind dar, out of reach at a safe 
distance, guiding dar to darl target. 


Trusting phim implicitly, Flyssa leapt towards the 
alley phi'd indicated, and tore off after Lt. Kellite, 
pealing out, in a sudden burst of inspiration, darl 
peace-cry, and discovering only as da began to sing 
that each of darl new stinging points contained a new 
mouth, too, each with a different voice. 


Twelve voices rose above the wind, above Lt. Kellite's 
cry of fear, harmonizing in wordless emotion, filled 
with all the unspeakable rage that had finally burst 
free from darl heart. 


Da was able to move faster now than da had ever 
been before, and unlike Lt. Kellite, da was familiar 
with their surroundings, knew intimately the map of 
hexagonal houses that belonged to darl friends and 
family and neighbors. 


The only thing preventing dar from immediately 
catching north with him and tearing him to peices 
was darl unwillingness to injur any of darl neighbors 
by crashing into their houses or hitting anyone 
unawares. Lt. Kellite had no such worries, and 
charged ahead with reckless abandon. But he was 


hopelessly lost, unable to tell the houses and their 
inhabitants apart. They were just lowly Isosceles, 
barely more than lines, barely human. He'd never 
needed to know their names, or where they lived, who 
their neighbors were, before. 


Even without darl sight, Flyssa knew where da was in 
relation to the rest of the town, and darl confidance 
only grew the further dar went, because as soon as da 
began to sing darl peace-cry, those watching the 
chase from the relative safety of homes began to 
gleefully join in. 


Da recognized each of their voices, and used their 
identities to further cement darl location in darl mind 
even as Dearg continued to call directions behind dar. 


Those in front of dar, where Lt. Kellite was fleeing, 
modulated their voices, raising the pitch whenever he 
got closer to them, and lowering it when he passed 
them, always with equal parts rage and laughter in 
their voices, his screams for help, of rage, of terror, 
drowned out as, every time he tried to force his way 
into a house, he was immediately thrown back into 


the street and forced to keep fleeing or be destroyed 
right there by the shapes who had emerged to defend 
their households. 


His last mistake was trying to shove his way 
desperately through the Women's door on the Excal- 
Dagger house, only to be caught fast in the too- 
narrow gap, and unable to move to defend himself as 
the shapes within the house turned in a frenzy and 
began to assault his front side without mercy. 


He managed to back out, blinded and bleeding, and 
turned to flee again -- 


And was struck straight through by darl longest point, 
cleaving his brain from the rest of his body in a single 
strike. 


His blood was purple, the color of death, the color of 
life, the color of rebirth. 


It tasted sweet, and the war-howls as darl friends, 
family, and neighbors painted themselves with his 
spilled blood and began to undergo the 


transformation themselves, baying for the blood of 
the sudden, unplanned revolution, tasted sweeter 
still. 


